And then, one night, something else happened. One
night, while she was still awake, but on the borders of
dreamland, and her thoughts were turning into fantastic
chemical formulas, she felt within her body the slightest,
tiniest movement. It lasted only a second. It was only
as though an unimaginably small hand had stroked her
from within—as though something sleeping deep down
within her had rearranged itself and then gone on with
its dreaming. She did not believe it at first. She did not
quite understand it. For she was only a girl even though
this seed had been sown within her to germinate and
grow as in the earth. She lay and spread her hands over
her body; she sighed heavily once, then she breathed
softly, evenly and waited, wondering what that inward
something would do now. And it came again, the
tenderest movement, the gentlest caress that it is given
to a woman to experience.
" You ? ** whispered Helene, shaken and unbelieving,
" is it you ? "
She smiled in the darkness, and suddenly her eyes, those
eyes that never wept, filled with hot and blessed tears. . * .
Ambrosius also had received a summons to appear
as a witness. Since that fatal day, since that violent
interruption of his married life, he had lived in his
empty villa as one lost and forsaken. The autumn
holidays had already begun. There was no need for birr*
to give any lectures, and this was fortunate, for he was
unfit for work of any sort. Sometimes he went to the
laboratory, pottered about a little, developing vapours
of one kind or another and breaking a flask or two, aad
then he would give up again. He could not work. That
was the worst thing of all: he could not work—simply
could not work,
This became an obsession with him. He coiald not
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